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rain, are you game for another ride? If you are not in when this gets to you, perhaps you will be gracious enough to telephone Margaret. Your sincere and grateful friend
"WOODROW WILSON." My reply follows:
"My dear Mr. President:
"How very good of you to remember my desire to read 'Round My House* and take the trouble to send to the Congressional Library to gratify me. I can think of nothing more restful than to come and have you read to us, or in case it clears, go for another ride, but (that word that so often destroys plans) I have promised my dear Mother to spend this evening with her, so cannot give myself either pleasure."
On April 30th the book came with a note and that night Altrude Gordon, Dr. Grayson and I were to dine at the White House. Late in the same afternoon a corsage of golden roses came to me with the President's card, and at 745 Dr. Grayson arrived to escort me in the White House car, and we stopped at 1600 Sixteenth Street, N.W., to get Altrude. She was highly excited as she had received pink roses as a corsage from the President, and in consequence had decided at the last moment to change her costume to suit the colour of the roses. When we got to her house she was only starting to dress.
Poor Dr. Grayson! All anxiety for her to make a first delightful impression, knowing that the President was always most punctiliously prompt himself, and expected other people to be, he was dismayed to find that we should be late. Imploring me to "make her come on", he said he would turn his back while "she put on the finishing things in the car." Altrude consented, and we had a merry time getting the final things done in the few blocks to be covered before we got to the White House gate. But the flowers were put